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for his purpose as is the King's for his, and it docs not, as docs
the King's, cost anybody his life. Indeed, in Falstaff's vocabu-
lary, it is not counterfeiting at all. "Counterfeit? I lie, I am no
counterfeit: to die is to be a counterfeit; for he is but the
counterfeit of a man who hath not the life of a man: but to
counterfeit dying, when a man thereby liveth, is to be no coun-
terfeit, but the true and perfect image of life indeed." Almost
always, since FalstafF's values are his own and not the conven-
tional ones, he will find it necessary to twist words and things
from their normal functions to apparently ludicrous ones*
But their ludicrousness is caused by unexpected suddenness, not
by inherent absurdity. Going into battle, Faktaff arms himself
with a bottle of sack, not with a pistol One recalls a warrior
of our day, Captain Bluutschti, who also relied more on,
articles of sustenance than on firearms* Being Mr. Sluw's
soldier, he preferred Cadbury to Buss, chocolate to beer; but
his assessment of the relative value of food ;iml of guns is
meant seriously. Was it not ut Queen Victoria's su^x0^0**
(and Shaw did not amuse her) that chocolate became a regular
ration in the Boer war? Is not a lot of rum still served a few
moments before zero?

Being what he is, so I'tited, $<> entirely and unswervingly
devoted to hi$ single purpose, FalsutT triumphs wherever he
goes* Whatever die dilemma, whoever the opponent, fc^lstaff
scores. He sees at a glance the stroke to play, half-word or
his old ward: but he has all strokes at command, and none can
anticipate his rapid chuuge from one to another. He never
knows when he is beaten. He can wrench any true case the
wrong way* He turns defence intu attack, and at the end, by
audacity and effrontery, he rises above his opponents with
superb patronage and in complete victory. With a confident
brow and a throng of words, or indeed, with but one word, he
can reduce an opponent to abject insignificance, putting him
in his proper place in a world of which Fakuff is natural king,
*7call thee coward! TU see dbec damned ere I call thce coward;
but I would give a thousand pound 1 could run as fast as thou